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She broke off. Georges was standing in the
doorway, looking at them. She realised at once
the evil*temper that he was in. Things had gone
badly with him over the horse, Reuben rose,
His coat and vest were on a chair-backj his long
muddy riding-boots on the floor* He looked
doubtfully at Reuben.

Judith said: * Georges, this is Reuben/

Georges began at once* * Yes, and we want
no canting preachers here. 1 have heard of your
doings, s*r* \Yhatevcr my wife may say, this is
not the place for you/ He was in one of his
black ragcs1 trembling with anger,

Reuben at once hurried to pull on his boots,
drag on his coat. He said nothing,

Judith burst out; * Georqe$> you shall not*
Reuben is my relation and my friend------f

* A fine relation. A canting humbugging
preacher who steals the chickens and kisses the
maids* A fox! A fax..........................'

But Reuben was clothed and stood for a
moment with a very fine dignity. He kissed
Judith's cheek, * Good-bye, dear/ he said* then
staying a moment before Georges, quite, as Judith
was afterwards to remember, without any fear:
* Good-day, sir; I do not steal chickens, and that
1 am a preacher is true and is God's will/

She ran forward with a cry* * No, no>
Reuben------'

But he was gone, She couid see him walking
swiftly, but still with dignity, along the little path
by the Tarn,

She stayed, watching, until he was out of sight,